RECITATION  IN   PUBLIC

THE other day there was given in London
a public recitation of poetry. Eleven
authors delivered passages from their
own works to an audience of a hundred and
fifty ladies who paid two guineas each, the
money going to a charity. As two of the
regular contributors to this paper were amongst
the performers I had better say nothing about
the performance. Only this : That one of the
two, gallantly endeavouring to get his verses
off without referring to his book, got tied up
towards the end. He left lines out, put lines
in, got lines in the wrong order, and, being
resolved not to break down, shamelessly
vamped and gagged. Apparently the candour
of his demeanour was such that nobody noticed.
It is highly probable that these recitations
will become a permanent institution, analogous
to Chamber Concerts. The prevailing notion
is that there is something ridiculous about
standing up in public and reciting poetry.
But all human actions are ridiculous, properly
regarded ; and this one is certainly no more
ridiculous than acting or playing the flute
in public. Flute-players, in fact, are most
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